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Chapter 1 


His favorite shirt, balled up on the floor with a tread mark 
on it, settled things. Daniel decided to sue the resort for 
every dollar they had. Paradiso on Isla Luz advertised with a 
slick website full of island beauty and miles of white sand 
beaches. The website failed to mention the fist-sized 
mosquitoes and surly staff that eyed him like he was 
something they'd found on the bottom of their shoe. When 
he walked into his suite -- and by suite, they meant a 
microscopic bedroom with a shared bathroom down the hall 
-- to find his clothes and books all over the floor, Daniel’s 
head exploded. 

He should have known better. He'd been saving up for 
this trip for a year. Psychologists made decent money, but 
he was paying a hefty amount toward his parents' 
retirement home each month. Any excess he had went right 
into the “Vacation, damn it!” fund -- and by fund, he meant 
a jar in his bedroom. A vacation seemed like a far-away 
dream until he dumped his jar one day on impulse and 
found he had enough cash to get him to Hawaii and back. 
He'd been nearly ready to book the hotel in Waikiki when he 
Saw an ad online for this godforsaken “island paradise.” One 
impulsive decision had him staying in the most run-down, 
falsely advertised resort he'd ever seen on an island no one 
had ever heard of. Isla Luz lay somewhere between Hawaii 
and Indonesia in the Pacific Ocean, one of those mysterious 
islands he'd always dreamed about as a kid when he'd read 
of pirates and shipwrecks and lost treasure. When he'd 
arrived, the truth sunk in. The island was a strip of jungle 
dominated by a volcano the locals called E/ Diablo. There 
was one tiny town and absolutely nothing else to do on the 
postage stamp of land. Paradiso was comprised of a bunch 
of old houses that had been “renovated” into one sprawling 
resort. Most of the rooms stood empty, and everything was 
decaying and overgrown with jungle. He'd been swindled. 


Favorite shirt clutched in one hand, Daniel swore a 
handful of curses that would have made his Brooklyn 
parents blush and sank down on the lumpy bed in despair. 
Nothing seemed to be missing. His phone and iPod were still 
atop the dresser with the sticky drawer, and his clothes 
were in piles on the floor but intact. Even his wallet sat 
untouched in his suitcase where he'd hidden it, still full of 
trip money and credit cards. Why had someone made a 
mess of his things with no intention to rob him? The staff, 
island locals, clearly hated outsiders, but they didn't seem 
like folks petty enough to toss his clothing around. Besides, 
he was the paying customer. A mosquito whined in his ear 
as he pondered the strange break in. He slapped at it, but it 
flew away. Daniel swore he could see the prehistoric insect 
flapping its wings as it veered toward the window, which 
was permanently closed thanks to a sloppy paint job. If he 
didn't return home with malaria, he'd be surprised. 

Grumbling, Daniel refolded the clothes and replaced the 
stack of mystery novels on the dresser. Torn between 
another pina colada and a talk with the cranky manager of 
the resort, he went back downstairs. Though this time, he 
pocketed his phone, iPod, and wallet. No sense in being 
careless. He also brought along the book on the top of the 
stack, a thriller he'd been trying to read for months at home 
but had never found the time to get to whodunit. 

Paradiso had one thing going for it. A well-stocked bar 
spanned the length of the back of the resort, its wide, 
covered porch open to the beach and ocean beyond. The 
bar itself was a marvel, a rich polished brown cut from one 
ancient tree. The seating area was filled with comfortable 
chairs. No TV blared sports, and the island's strict no- 
smoking law meant Daniel didn't have to go back to his 
room reeking at the end of the evening. Music played 
quietly, and the bartender recognized Daniel when he 
walked in. He'd had two requirements for his vacation -- far 
away from clients and parents, and a really good bar. 
Despite the resort's many disappointing elements, he had 


achieved both of those goals. Grabbing his drink, he sat at a 
table by the porch railing, staring out at the endless ocean. 

The tension in his shoulders gradually drained away as he 
let the sounds of the water take up space where his angry 
thoughts had been. The island was ridiculous, the resort in 
shambles, but at least it was quiet. There weren't even that 
many guests to make conversation with over dinner. The 
local fare was good too, lots of roast pork and tropical fruits. 
Maybe he wouldn't sue after all. Besides, the bartender was 
kinda cute, a muscled islander with a wide smile. Good 
views on both sides of the bar. Daniel's mind turned to 
booking a massage for his stiff shoulders as he set his feet 
on the porch railing. 

Next time, he promised himself, he'd book a vacation 
closer to home and go more often. He'd been working for 
several years without much of a break. When Wall Street 
had gonebelly up, his practice had exploded, and he was 
still turning people away even after working nine-hour days. 
Word of mouth had done him a lot of favors in terms of 
caseload but not a lot for his relaxation. 

The sun was setting in the ocean, the water lighting up 
with spectacular reds and oranges like it was aflame. The 
palm trees rustled in the breeze on the beach beyond the 
patio. Daniel's book lay untouched on the table, his mind 
wandering. He had to admit, this was awfully like paradise. 
Standing up to stretch, he heard the cracks and pops of a 
body getting old. He wondered if he'd ever meet a guy to 
settle down with. The last time he had a haircut the stylist 
mentioned a thinning spot she had to cover in his signature 
red hair. Without that, all he had were glasses and sweater 
vests. Sweater vests! Daniel decided to hit the stores with 
one of his more fashion-conscious friends as soon as he got 
back to the city. At least he was still in decent shape, right? 
The small paunch he'd grown since turning thirty wasn't too 
noticeable. 

Just as he was getting ready to leave, someone bumped 
into him hard from behind. The chair he'd been sitting in 


toppled over as whomever it was crashed into Daniel and 
shoved them both against the porch railing. The edge of the 
rail jabbed into his hip, making him wince. He tried to shove 
the man off but it was like pushing a solid wall. Eventually 
the man staggered away from Daniel, his muddy boots 
leaving tracks on the green Astroturf-like carpeting of the 
patio. “Are you okay?” asked Daniel. 

The man was looking around like a ghost was chasing 
him. “Um, yeah, thanks.” The stranger ran a hand through 
his loose, shoulder-length hair and wiped the sweat off his 
brow. Daniel wondered if the guy was drunk, but he didn't 
smell of alcohol at all. “Sorry about that, | was in a rush, and 
| didn't see where | was going. I'm Hawk.” He held out his 
hand for Daniel to shake. 

It was covered in dirt, but Daniel shook anyway, doing his 
best to recover his wits. Hawk was the most attractive man 
he'd ever laid eyes on. Or hands, for that matter. 

“I'm Daniel,” he said, after an awkward pause while he 
tried to remember his name. “Don't worry about it, no 
damage done.” In fact, his hip was probably going to bruise, 
but he didn't mention it. 

Hawk's gaze had been darting around as though he was 
being watched, but when he turned back to Daniel a smile 
lit up his features enough to make anyone's knees weak. 
“Nice to meet you Daniel. You staying here at the resort?” To 
Daniel's astonishment, Hawk turned Daniel's chair upright 
and held out a hand for him to sit. 

“Yes, I'm here on a much-needed vacation.” Daniel sat, 
despite the fact that he was about to head to the dining 
room. Because when a man hot enough to be a movie star 
with long gorgeous hair and dark brown eyes offers you a 
chair, you take it. He tried to settle in casually, as though it 
was totally normal for him to be tackled by hot men. As 
though he wasn't staring way too eagerly at the man's 
biceps, visible beneath the rolled sleeves of his stained 
white work shirt. Try not to drool. Hawk sat in the empty 
chair across from Daniel. He kicked back and put his muddy 


boots up, dirtying the table. With his hands resting behind 
his head, he looked like a construction worker getting off 
duty for the day. Maybe he was. “What about you?” 

“Yep, over there in the red house.” All the houses were 
painted a different color, presumably to help drunken 
tourists find their rooms more easily. “Oh, hey, | knocked 
your drink over. Sorry about that, let me get you another.” 
Before Daniel could protest, Hawk was sauntering over to 
the bar for another round. His ass, encased in tight blue 
jeans, looked as amazing as his biceps. How did he even 
exist in the real world, looking like that? Daniel took the 
opportunity to check his breath and run his fingers through 
his hair. At least he wasn't wearing zinc oxide over his easily 
burned nose this evening. He knew he was dressed like a 
tourist and smelled of the coconut sunscreen he'd been 
using. Not exactly a match for Mr. Movie Star over there. He 
was even wearing flip flops. Daniel sighed a pathetic sigh. 

Hawk returned with another pina colada for Daniel and a 
bottled beer for himself. Daniel smiled and thanked him. 
“How did you know what I was drinking?” 

“Xavier over there remembered. He's a great bartender, 
and it isn't like there are a lot of people here.” Hawk tipped 
him a wink and took a swig of his beer, settling back into the 
Same comfortable position. 

“That's true. So how did you manage to crash into me, 
considering you had all the space you needed to get around 
me?” Daniel tried to match Hawk's casual confidence and 
likely failed miserably. He had to laugh at himself -- he'd 
always been the nervous sort, a “normal neurotic.” Why was 
he trying to be someone he wasn't? 

“You know, I've been asking myself the same question, 
and I've decided the answer is fate. | think | was supposed 
to meet you, Daniel.” Hawk set his feet on the ground and 
leaned toward Daniel, his eyes flashing in the fading light. 
“I'm glad | did, anyway.” A slow smile spread over his 
features, lazy enough that even Daniel knew he was being 
hit on. He had a hard time believing his good luck. Maybe 


there weren't that many gay guys on the island. Maybe he 
should quit worrying about it and let the man do his work. 

“Fate, huh?” 

“Yes, fate. You have a certain look about you. | think 
you're interested in a little adventure. Am | right?” 

Daniel had come to the other side of the world to escape 
the drama and pain of a caseload of patients. He'd come to 
relax. “Depends. What kind of adventure?” 

Hawk took another swig of beer and gazed out at the 
beach behind Daniel's shoulders. “Oh, you know, the usual. 
A little danger, a little excitement. Exotic location, 
unexpected discoveries. Maybe a little romance.” 

“So, Indiana Jones then?” Daniel tried to be flirty. 

“Maybe. Less car chasing, more treasure hunting. Like 
Lara Croft.” 

Daniel decided to go for broke. “Too bad. She's not my 
type at all. I'm more of an Indy guy. Square jaw, crooked 
smile, sexy hat.” 

Hawk laughed, turning his gaze from the beach to 
Daniel's eyes. His smile was more genuine, less swagger. 
Which of course made him even sexier. Damn. “I don't 
disagree, Daniel.” He kept using Daniel's name. Daniel knew 
the trick, he used it on patients. Using someone's name 
implied intimacy, let them feel respected and heard. 
Knowing that didn’t diminish the effect. He'd certainly like to 
get more intimate with Hawk. “I do like a little romance,” he 
said, forcing himself to maintain eye contact. He might not 
have Hawk's swagger, but he wasn't afraid of what he 
wanted, either. 

Unexpectedly, Hawk jumped from the chair and held a 
hand out to Daniel. “Good, let's go.” 

“I... where?” Really? That was what he was going to say to 
Mr. Movie Star? No wonder he never got laid at home. 

“To my room. | want to show you something. Like now.” 
Hawk was gazing past Daniel at something. The thousand- 
watt smile was gone, replaced with a bizarre sense of 
urgency. Daniel frowned. He turned to look where Hawk was 


looking. Three men stood in the lengthening shadows at the 
edge of the beach. They were hard to make out in the light, 
but they were standing there motionless. If he hadn't known 
to look, he would never have seen them. 

“I'm not sure about this.” Now he was sure he'd never get 
laid again. Invited into Hawk's room and he was turning him 
down. His inner self kicked him in the shins. Metaphorically. 

Hawk turned to focus on Daniel, and at once the swagger 
was back. He raised one eyebrow and made a come hither 
gesture with his fingers. “Come on, | don't bite. | promise, it 
will be fun. I'll look after you, Daniel.” Turning that down 
would have been impossible. 

“Okay.” Daniel took his hand and stood, scooping his book 
under one arm. 

“That's a great book, by the way,” said Hawk as he 
ushered Daniel a little too quickly out of the bar and away 
from the three men in the shadows. 

Daniel glanced at the book he’d hastily tucked under his 
arm. “I haven't finished it yet.” 

“Then | won't spoil it for you. | figured that one out by 
chapter six.” Hawk spoke quickly and walked even more 
quickly over the darkened lawn of the resort and toward red 
house. The light in the administration wing was on, despite 
the late hour. The resort's manager, an exceedingly 
unfriendly man named Adrian, was playing cards with a kid 
who looked to be about seven. He didn't even glance up as 
they rushed past. 

Trying to think of something witty to say in the midst of 
this strange situation, Daniel went with, “You like mystery 
novels?” Wit wasn’t his strong suit. 

“You could say | like puzzles. Like you, for example.” Hawk 
pulled the door open when they reached the red house and 
tilted at the waist in a small bow. 

Daniel stepped through, charmed. Door holding was an 
antiquated but sweet gesture. “I'm not a puzzle.” 

“Of course you are.” Hawk paused and gave him a good 
once-over. “You're pretty foxy, but you dress like a retiree. 


You have red hair, which tells me you like to live on the wild 
side, but you're wearing sunscreen all responsibly. And 
you're an intelligent, kind person alone on vacation in a 
tropical paradise. A host of contradictions, a puzzle I'd love 
to get my hands on.” As he said the last line he took Daniel 
by the hand, leading him to the stairs. 

Daniel followed like a puppy. He felt like a puppy. A very 
happy puppy, although he didn't like being analyzed. 
Usually he was the one doing the analysis. “The wild 
redhead thing is a stereotype -- and you won't likely 
encounter a redhead who doesn't wear sunscreen. We don't 
tan, we burn.” 

“Maybe it is a stereotype, but you're the one who said you 
liked adventure.” Hawk paused halfway up the stairs to the 
second floor, turning to face Daniel. They were very close 
together on the stairway, with Hawk one step up so that he 
stood a head taller than Daniel. 

“You said that about me! | only agreed.” 

“Are you saying you don't?” Hawk reached out and put his 
hand on Daniel's face, palm cradling his cheek. Leaning 
down, the sexiest man alive kissed Daniel with the same 
mix of urgency and haughtiness he'd been displaying all 
night. His lips were firm and sweet, a trace of beer still 
lingering on his tongue. Daniel's mind went blank as he let 
Hawk kiss him, tasting the first man he'd been this close to 
in a long while. God it felt good. Really fucking good. 

Hawk drew back, keeping his hand on Daniel's face. He 
raised an eyebrow again, tossing his hair out of his eyes and 
waiting. He didn't speak. This was Daniel's out, if he wanted 
it. He definitely did not want it. “Your room?” Daniel 
managed to say, his voice hoarse. Hawk chuckled and took 
his hand again, leading him upstairs to a room only two 
doors down from Daniel's own. A short fumble with a key, 
and they were inside, door slamming behind them as Hawk 
crashed into Daniel again, this time shoving him up against 
the closed door and pressing against him. 


“I| meant what | said,” he murmured as he pulled Daniel's 
t-shirt over his head. 

“What's that?” 

“You are pretty foxy. | like this nerdy thing you've got 
going on. Covert sexy.” 

Hawk slipped Daniel's glasses off and set them on his 
dresser, a twin of the sticking drawer model in Daniel's 
room. Now that they were off the staircase, Daniel was 
actually a little taller than Hawk, which didn't stop the man 
from ravaging his neck with kisses and soft bites that left 
Daniel gasping for breath. Daniel reached out and started 
unbuttoning Hawk's work shirt. His muscled chest made 
Daniel’s knees weak and his cock strain at the zipper of his 
Shorts. He ran his hands over Hawk's arms as he pushed the 
Shirt off and onto the floor. His back flexed as he shrugged 
out of the material that had started to grow stiff with sea 
salt and dirt. “I'm kind of a mess,” he said with an apology 
on his face, but Daniel quieted him with another hard kiss. 
He didn't care about the dirt. 

The kiss ended with gasping for breath and both of them 
pawing at each other. Daniel kicked off his flip-flops and 
eyed Hawk's tight blue jeans. Daniel’s cock was hard, 
pushing against the denim. He took a step forward, pushing 
Hawk a step back. With a bravery that came from long 
deprivation, he found the button fly and popped open each 
one. They were difficult to work, but Hawk stood with his 
hands behind his back, waiting. Daniel glanced at his face to 
see a gleam in his eye; he seemed to be enjoying Daniel's 
fumbling. At last the fly came open, and Daniel dropped to 
his knees. He'd fantasized about this moment with a man 
for way too long, cock in his hand in the shower or on the 
couch. He yanked Hawk's jeans and boxer briefs down 
around his knees, leaving them in a heap on top of the 
muddy boots. 

Face to er... face with movie star cock -- he was duly 
impressed. It wasn't huge, but it was thick and rock hard. 
Daniel took a few moments to run his hands along the 


length of it, testing the weight of the balls until Hawk 
gasped and pushed his hips forward. Daniel grinned to 
himself. Oh, yes, this was going to be fun. Parting his lips, he 
took Hawk inside him, tasting salt and Hawk's arousal. The 
taste of a man always drove him wild, and Daniel took him 
as far as he could, running his tongue along the shaft and 
grasping the base with one fist. Hawk pushed into him 
again, groaning and straining. One hand entwined in 
Daniel's hair but didn't push; Hawk let Daniel take the lead. 
Arousal coursed through Daniel, making him shiver. He 
worked Hawk like his life depended on it. His knees began to 
ache, but he barely noticed as he lost himself in Hawk's 
pleasure. From the way Hawk was grasping his hair, Daniel 
thought he was doing a good job on that front. 

Gasping, Hawk pulled Daniel off his cock with a gentle 
tug. “You've got to ease up, gorgeous. | won't last long 
enough to return the favor. You're quite enthusiastic.” 

Heart in his throat, Daniel took another risk. A starving 
man would do no less when presented with a Thanksgiving 
feast. “All | want is this perfect cock inside me.” 

Hawk did that eyebrow-raise thing again, his lips curving 
into a slow grin that transformed him from gorgeous to 
movie star perfection. “Well then. Good thing | have these.” 
He pulled a condom from a small bag on the dresser, 
holding it between index and middle fingers. “Help me with 
this?” 

Daniel took the condom and tore it open. With shaky 
hands, he took his time applying the thing, running his 
thumb over the sensitive head, making Hawk inhale sharply. 
“Good helping,” he said with a smirk. Daniel took it as a 
compliment. 

Time for honesty. He swallowed and hoped for the best. 
“It's been a while. You might need to take it easy.” 

“I can do that,” said Hawk, who seemed so comfortable in 
his skin that he didn't mind standing naked with his pants 
around his ankles in front of a near-stranger. The confidence 


was sexy as hell. “Take your clothes off, Daniel. Let me take 
care of things.” 

Not needing to be told twice, Daniel tried to mimic the 
same confidence and stripped out of his tourist clothes as 
fast as he could. “On the bed.” Hawk gestured with his chin. 
Since he was between Daniel and the bed, they had to do a 
little dance. Their bodies rubbed together, the sensations 
overwhelming Daniel's already edgy nerves. His own cock 
jumped, hard and ready, when it rubbed against the fur of 
Hawk's upper thigh. Hawk paused, pushing his thigh into 
Daniel harder, pressing there. His hips thrust into the man's 
strong thigh, taking his pleasure from the friction of contact 
until Hawk pulled back with a wink. “Let's see what we can 
do.” 

Daniel crawled onto the bed “face down, ass up,” as his 
ex boyfriend used to say. He also used to say, “You're always 
a bottom Daniel, why don't you ever want to fuck me?” The 
truth was, he had wanted to, but he'd been too worried to 
make changes. Eventually, he'd realized he wasn't scared of 
topping, he was scared of his ex disliking him, and that was 
no basis for a relationship. Since then he'd had a few one- 
night stands, always on the bottom. Maybe someday he'd 
play the top, but not tonight. Tonight he just wanted to get 
laid, bad enough that he'd come to a stranger's room on a 
strange island. And he wasn't disappointed in the least. 

A rustle from the same little bag and the cold wetness of 
lubricant dragged him out of his thoughts. He heard the 
Snap of a glove -- how many things were in that magical 
little bag, anyway? A moment later Hawk was probing him, 
pressing fingers inside him and encouraging him to relax. 
“You feel good, tight. This will be very nice.” He spoke as he 
worked, using his other hand to caress Daniel's balls, which 
hung heavy beneath him. The hands on his most intimate 
parts made him sigh and push backward, asking for more 
without words. His cock throbbed with need, and as though 
he knew, Hawk grasped it tight while he plunged his fingers 
deeper into Daniel. Eventually, Daniel's sphincter relaxed, 


and his body allowed the intrusion, craved it. Goose flesh 
rose all over his body as Hawk penetrated him with his 
fingers. God he'd missed being filled this way. 

“Let's do this,” Daniel managed to say while shuddering 
with pleasure. 

“I'd love to,” said Hawk, his voice hoarse. More lube made 
everything wet and slippery and a little cold but not for long. 
Hawk set the head of his cock against Daniel and entered 
him. Ever so slowly, he inched his way inside, responding to 
each gasp and wince that Daniel emitted with a pause and a 
gentle touch. It was amazing, but it had been a while. Hawk 
was patient, moving a half-inch at a time and muttering 
words of encouragement. “Oh, yes. God that is so good | 
can't wait to get all the way in...” Daniel's cock was fit to 
burst already. Soon enough the burn subsided, and there 
was all pleasure as Hawk fit himself all the way inside, then 
pulled out with a loud groan Daniel was certain the 
neighbors would have heard if there had been any. 

“Fuck me, please,” he whispered. 

Hawk complied, thrusting his cock deep into Daniel. 
Everything dropped away as Hawk fucked him from behind, 
filling him and slamming against his ass with more and more 
force as he saw Daniel could take it, wanted it. Daniel 
moved with him, pushing his hips backward almost 
desperately. At some point he wrapped a hand around his 
cock and pumped it with hard, jerking strokes. He wanted to 
allow things to go on forever but he was so hard it hurt. He 
couldn't wait, and with one loud cry he came, shooting all 
over the bedspread. 

Hawk thrust frantically, grasping his hips and pulling him 
back, stretching out his orgasm until he was panting and 
groaning and it was all too much. Just as he was about to 
beg for mercy, Hawk came with a roar, his cock throbbing 
hard against Daniel's prostate. 

For a time, Daniel lay on his belly, letting the shock of 
orgasm pass through him. No thoughts entered his mind. 
Warmth enveloped him, and he let himself float there, 


ecstatic. The strangeness of the situation meant nothing. 
Everything hummed, and everything was perfect. 

Eventually, though, the feeling dissipated into the 
realities of life. Hawk moved with care, pulling away from 
Daniel. He pressed a hand into the small of Daniel's back. 
“Here, relax. I'll be right back.” Daniel wondered where 
Hawk was going before he remembered the bathroom down 
the hall. Minutes passed in total silence, a stark contrast to 
the panting and moaning that had filled the room. 

While he waited, he considered the situation. He was 
alone and naked in a stranger's room. He didn't know a 
thing about the guy. Hawk may have people chasing him, 
Shadowy men who lurked in... well, shadows. A mosquito 
whined in his ear, although these mosquitoes weren't as 
much whiners as growlers, and that decided it. He'd had a 
blast and he'd be forever grateful to Mr. Movie Star for that 
amazing good time, but he needed to get out before 
anything weirder happened. He wasn't cut out for “a little 
adventure” as Hawk had put it. Even if he was, he was on 
vacation, damn it. Worries were for home and work, not for 
the island paradise this place kind of was. 

“Oh, come on, be honest,” he said to the empty room. All 
of his thoughts were true, but behind his best decision- 
making was the absolute certainty that Hawk would want 
him to leave as soon as he returned from the bathroom. 
He'd been a hook-up, maybe the only one possible on the 
tiny island. Better to disappear back to his room and avoid 
the whole awkward conversation. 

Sitting up, he tried to see his clothes but Hawk had 
switched the light off on his way out and the sun was long 
set. The room was dark but for the light under the door and 
the moon's silvery glow through the window. He climbed out 
of bed and started to put on his shorts. His hand settled on 
something in his pocket, a lump that hadn't been there 
when he'd left his room earlier. Before he could get his hand 
in the pocket to see what it was, Hawk returned holding a 
towel and wearing another around his waist. “Sorry | didn't 


get back sooner; they were out of towels and | figured you'd 
want one.” He paused, surveying Daniel who was frozen 
mid-dress. “You're leaving?” 

“| figured that was the right thing to do.” Heat rose in 
Daniel’s cheeks. 

“Why? | promised you adventure, and baby, we're just 
getting started.” Hawk grinned at him and shut the door, 
pushing Daniel back into bed. For a moment Daniel 
panicked -- what did this guy have in mind? But Hawk 
handed him the towel and said, “You need to get some rest. 
You should sleep here. | Know the beds are small but...” he 
trailed off, giving Daniel a plaintive look. Now who was the 
puppy? How could he turn that down? Hawk was rapidly 
becoming a man Daniel couldn't say no to. “Okay, if you 
want me to.” 

“Of course | do. Besides, I'm exhausted after that, aren't 
you?” 

Daniel blushed deeper, glad the dim room hid his red 
cheeks. “I suppose so, yes. It was very nice.” 

“Very nice? This from the man who asked me to fuck him 
and begged for more when I fucked him hard?” 

“I wasn't the only one getting dirty.” 

“No, you weren't. And it wasn't nice, it was awesome. 
Now get some sleep. We've got a lot to do tomorrow.” 

Daniel drowsed and wondered what on earth they had to 
do tomorrow. He was on vacation; he had no schedule. 
Hawk settled in and pulled him close, a sleepy spoon that 
his ex would never have enjoyed. Charmed and well 
satisfied, he fell asleep before he could analyze anything 
else. 


Chapter 2 


The sun jabbed Daniel right in the eyelids. Eventually it 
won the fight, and he blinked awake, grumbling at the 
intrusion. In his room he'd hung a shirt over the window to 
act as a shade. This window had no protection from the sun 
at all, because he wasn't in his room. He'd spent the night 
clinging to the bed's edge for dear life, afraid if Hawk turned 
over he'd fall off. Now the bed was empty and Daniel had 
rolled into the space until he was stretched out to all four 
corners of the tiny mattress. Where had Hawk gone? Daniel 
couldn't remember him saying anything. Now was his 
chance to get dressed and slip away back to his own room 
for some proper rest. He sat up, the thin comforter pooling 
around his waist. 

Reaching for his shorts, he again encountered the hard 
lump in the pocket. Daniel upturned them and shook, and a 
blood red gem fell into his lap. The stone was as large as a 
walnut, cut into an oval. It had to be a fake, some kind of 
plastic child's toy, because it was huge. However when he 
picked it up the thing was obviously not plastic. It had heft, 
and when he held it in the sunlight it flashed red. He didn't 
know anything about gemstones, but this one was beautiful. 
It looked like a ruby, but he supposed it could be a garnet, 
or even a fake ruby -- one of those lab-created numbers. 
Whatever it was, it wasn't his. How had it gotten in his 
pocket? 

As he contemplated the mystery of the pocket ruby, Hawk 
burst in the door. “I brought breakfast!” 

Daniel jumped, dropping the ruby in his lap where it 
thumped on the mattress. “I have never known someone 
who could slam a door open before,” he said, his tone 
probably harsher than he intended. 

Hawk didn't seem to notice. He shut the door behind him 
and set the tray of food he was carrying on the dresser next 
to the magic sex bag. “Sorry, didn't mean to startle you. 
Their food is amazing here, have you noticed that?” 


“Hawk, | think we need to discuss --” 

“No, no discussions until after breakfast. You found the 
ruby, | see.” Hawk gestured to his lap. “Beautiful, isn't it?” 

Daniel nodded. “Why was it in my pocket?” 

“Here, try this. The lady in the kitchen makes them fresh 
every morning.” He handed Daniel a sweet bun, drizzled in 
honey. “Do you know that she and that foul-tempered 
manager Adrian grow a lot of their own food? | think the 
only thing they outsource is the canned stuff like Spam. 
Anyway, eat. We've got plenty of time to talk business. In 
fact, did | ever tell you about the time | spent three nights in 
a flooded warehouse all because I'd made a bet with a very 
good card player?” 

Daniel eyed the bun, which was getting honey all over his 
hands. “You never told me anything; we barely know each 
other. | don't know the first thing about you. You keep 
changing the subject away from what | want to say. Is that a 
habit of yours?” 

Hawk opened his mouth, and then closed it. “Usually 
people fall for my charm and forget what they were saying.” 
He took a bun also and sat on the floor with his back against 
the door. The room was small, but Hawk didn't have to sit 
right against the door. He was obviously trying to keep 
Daniel from leaving for some reason. Perhaps a reason like a 
fat ruby in his lap and three mysterious figures in the 
shadows. What had he gotten himself into? Rather -- what 
had his dick and lack of ability to think beyond it gotten him 
into? “I'm pretty good at tracking a conversation. It's what | 
do. But right now I'm more curious about what you do. Why 
am | holding a gigantic ruby in my lap? Why was it in my 
pocket? And why won't you let me leave this room, Hawk?” 
With that, Daniel took a bite of bun. No reason to starve, 
and the buns were really good. He'd had one every morning 
since he'd arrived. 

Hawk sighed, running a hand through his long hair, which 
looked as great now as it had three piña coladas in the night 
before. How had he managed to avoid getting honey all over 


his hands? He tipped his chin toward the stone in Daniel's 
lap. “Isn’t it beautiful?” 

Daniel licked the honey from his fingers and picked up the 
ruby again, holding it to the light. “It's huge. I've never seen 
a gemstone this big before. Outside of the movies, | mean.” 
Maybe Hawk hadn't been kidding about the /ndiana Jones 
thing. 

Hawk grinned. “I know. It's not the biggest ruby in the 
world, but big.” His eyes flashed with excitement, like the 
ruby had flashed in the sun. “It's a great find. Worth a 
fortune.” 

“You found this? Oh, come on.” 

“Yes,” said Hawk defensively. “Of course | did. I'm not a... 
well, | did find it. | was paid to.” Hawk polished off his sticky 
bun and started in on a couple pieces of bacon and a glass 
of orange juice. 

“Paid to? What exactly do you do, Hawk?” Two could play 
the familiarity name game. 

“I do whatever work comes my way. This time, | am a 
finder of things. A very wealthy antiquities collector had a 
good tip about some treasure located on this island, so he 
hired me to find it. That's my proof | did my job, that ruby. 
There's more.” He set his forearms on his knees and leaned 
forward, as though they were co-conspirators. “I need to go 
back and get the rest.” 

A pile of treasure on some random island in the South 
Pacific? Sounded like a fairy tale. Or one of the murder 
mysteries he had brought to read. 

“Why, again, did you put this in my pocket last night? | 
assume you dragged me up here for a reason.” Daniel tried 
not to let his bruised feelings show. He’d thought maybe 
Hawk wanted a hook up, but at least he was wanted in some 
way. Now he realized the whole thing had been a ruse. 

Hawk gave him an innocent look. “Didn't you enjoy 
coming up here? | thought you did.” 

Daniel flushed. “Of course | did. But | don't enjoy being 
manipulated. You were using me.” 


“I'll use you again, if you say the word.” 

“That isn't working,” Daniel lied. His cock was hardening 
against his thigh, poorly hidden by the blanket. The man 
was sex on a plate. His shady dealings should have turned 
Daniel off, but it didn't. “You need to tell me what's going 
on. This is my vacation, damn it.” 

Hawk had the good grace to look abashed. “I'm sorry. | 
know that. | didn't really expect things to get this... 
involved.” 

“You were hitting on me the moment you bumped into me 
at the bar. | assume you slipped me the ruby then, too?” 

“This bacon is amazing. Have some, Danny.” 

Oh, it was Danny, now? “Stop changing the subject. How 
long have you been watching me?” 

“I don't know what you mean.” He shifted his eyes and 
took another swig of orange juice. For a shady fellow with 
shady things going on, Hawk was a terrible liar. Weird. 

“Yes you do. You couldn't have just accidentally bumped 
into the only gay man here. I've dined with all the other 
guests, every man here is way too hetero to fall for a hot 
guy with biceps and really great hair.” 

Hawk laughed at that, his face lighting up with pleasure. 
Dimples on his cheeks gave him a rakish look. “I misjudged 
you, Danny. The way you dress, the way you tool around 
with your books and sunscreen on your nose, | thought you 
were the nerdy, desperate type.” 

“And now?” Not that Daniel didn't agree with Hawk's 
assessment -- he was sweater vest nerdy and he was sitting 
in a stranger’s room naked, which pretty much proved the 
desperation thing. 

“You're not nerdy, you're smart, and you know people. You 
notice things. A puzzle, like | said before. | find you 
deliciously interesting, Danny. Not to mention you are an 
animal in the sack.” 

“So you thought you would slip me the ruby so the 
Shadowy fellows didn't find it on you. They'd never suspect 
nerdy old me as a co-conspirator. You brought me here and 


wouldn't let me leave so you could keep an eye on your 
treasure. You planned to grab it back out of my pocket and 
send me on my way as soon as you could. Is that about 
right?” 

Hawk had the good sense to look abashed. “That's right. | 
didn't expect to have as much fun as we had, though. You're 
a neat guy. | was right to pick you.” 

“What now? | go back to my room, and we pretend we 
never met? I’m not interested in getting involved with you 
and your scary friends.” Treasure hunting and danger were 
fun in stories, but in the real world they got people killed. 
There was nothing sexy about it, regardless of how sexy he 
found Hawk and his mysteries. 

“No! I... | like you. | thought you might like to see what 
I’ve been doing on the island. | want to show you where | 
found the ruby.” Hawk stood and handed Daniel his shirt. 
“Get dressed. We've got places to go. First we have to get 
you a good pair of hiking boots, though. The shoes you 
brought won't cut it.” 

“How do you know - oh, right. My room. Damn it, you 
could have cleaned up. You stepped on my favorite shirt!” 
Daniel groused as he got dressed, trying to hide his fading 
erection. “| have no desire to go anywhere with you. | want 
a hot shower and a spot at the bar with my book and some 
peace.” 

“You're alone in paradise with nothing to do but read. 
Come with me. | promise it will be more fun than anything 
else you can do on this godforsaken island.” 

Daniel didn’t budge. None of this made any sense. “l 
don't get your angle now. I'll only slow you down.” 

Hawk pulled Daniel toward him, deftly slipping the ruby 
into his own pocket as he did so. He embraced Daniel with a 
real tenderness, then pulled back and spoke into his ear. 
“Life isn't always about angles. Sometimes, you find you 
enjoy someone's company.” His breath in Daniel's ear made 
Daniel shiver with arousal. Hawk stood back, holding both of 
Daniel's hands in his. “What do you say?” 


A flash of reflected light caught Daniel's eye. “Is that the 
bartender's watch?” Daniel twisted his hand so he was 
grasping Hawk's wrist and examining the watch he could 
have sworn the bartender was wearing yesterday. 

Hawk flushed, yanking his hand away. “I... look it's habit, 
okay?” He fished around in his pocket, the one opposite the 
ruby pocket, and pulled out Daniel's watch. Daniel hadn't 
even realized he'd lost it. “I took it yesterday when | 
bumped into you. Sorry.” He buckled the watch back on 
Daniel's wrist with remorse in his eyes. 

“You almost had me convinced! | must be desperate.” 
Daniel pulled away from Hawk and glanced around the room 
to make sure he wasn't missing anything else. He pulled his 
wallet out of his back pocket and checked that the cash and 
credit cards were still there. 

Hawk looked hurt. “I gave the watch back, didn't I? | 
swear I'm not lying. | have a... call it a quirk. Right now | am 
legitimately employed.” He wasn't lying. Daniel softened a 
little -- too many years working with remorseful crooks from 
Wall Street, he supposed. 

“Return the bartender's watch; he's a cool guy. Do that, 
and | won't report you to the authorities. 

Goodbye, Hawk.” He took a breath, then took the one 
step required to get to the door. Before he could wrench it 
open in a truly awesome exit scene, it burst inward on its 
hinges, throwing Daniel backward into the room. He landed 
half on the bed and half in Hawk's arms. A young, Japanese 
man dressed in a black suit stepped inside, leveling a gun at 
Hawk’s head. 

Hawk steadied Daniel, worry creasing his forehead. “Are 
you Okay?” 

“I'm fine. Worry about the guy with the gun.” Daniel 
hadn't taken his eyes of the kid. He was maybe twenty-five, 
in good shape, and dressed very oddly for such a warm 
climate. Who wore a Suit in the South Pacific? 

“You can't give these guys too much attention; they start 
to get all full of themselves. But, | Suppose you're right.” 


Hawk turned his thousand-watt grin on the gunman, looking 
like he couldn't care less about the whole situation. Either 
he suddenly became a good liar or he was really not afraid. 
Daniel wasn't sure which. “Can | help you?” 

The kid ran a hand over his spiked hair, apparently 
fancying himself a true bad ass. “Mr. Sato sent us to make 
sure you are fulfilling the terms of your contract. We know 
you went digging yesterday. What did you find?” 

“| didn't find anything yet,” said Hawk. “I'm still looking.” 

“You've been funded for three weeks, Mr. Hawk, ending 
tomorrow. If you don't have something for Mr. Sato by then, 
we will be forced to take action against you.” What kind of a 
contract had Hawk signed, anyway? Who signed a contract 
with possible violent death in the footnotes? 

“Ah, but what Mr. Sato doesn't know is that | did find my 
way into an unexplored part of the cave. All the pirate stuff 
was off to one side, but | followed a smaller passage right 
past that and into a trove that no one has entered before. | 
believe I'm on the cusp of the find he predicted. If you, uh, 
take action now, none of you will know where the treasure 
Is.” 

Daniel's heart was pounding in his chest. He'd never had 
a gun pointed at him before. He'd been in some dangerous 
situations, especially during his internships with clients in 
locked wards, but this was by far the most frightening. Hawk 
seemed totally confident, though. Daniel tried to breathe 
and let the man work. 

Sure enough after a pause for thought, the gunman 
lowered his weapon and gave Hawk the side-eye. “Mr. Sato 
expects results by tomorrow. If we see nothing tomorrow, 
your contract is terminated. Permanently. That includes your 
partner here, whom you neglected to mention. Mr. Sato will 
be receiving a full report.” On that menacing note, the man 
turned on his heel and left the room, leaving the door wide 
open. His cohorts, two other men in suits, followed behind 
him. 


Daniel waited until he heard their footsteps on the stairs, 
then collapsed on the bed. “What the fuck was that?” He 
watched Hawk close the door, the locking mechanism 
broken by the gunman's intrusion. 

Hawk sighed and took another piece of bacon from the 
tray on the dresser and handed it to Daniel. “Eat. We have a 
lot of work to do today.” 

“| seem to recall telling you | wanted no part of this.” 

Remorse crossed Hawk’s face. “I'm sorry. | thought | could 
hide the ruby with you, get back out there tomorrow and 
find him enough treasure to shut him up. | knew he had 
goons watching me but | thought they were for intimidation. 
Now you're involved, and I've put you at risk. They'll kill you 
if | leave you alone.” 

“What? | thought you had until tomorrow!” Daniel 
sputtered, the half-slice of bacon shaking in his fingertips. 

“I do. But now they think you're my partner. I'm sorry 
Danny, | really didn't know they were going to push the 
contract like this.” 

“What contract?” 

“I owe Mr. Sato a considerable amount of money. This is 
my repayment. If | don't deliver...” he trailed off, and the 
look he gave Daniel was plaintive. 

Daniel sighed. “They'll kill you, and me, because they 
think I'm your partner. They don't trust you at all. Honestly | 
can't blame them.” 

“You have to stay with me, | don't trust them. Sato will kill 
you as soon as look at you; he could care less about one 
man on an island in the middle of nowhere. Do you have 
any idea how many accidental deaths you could die?” Hawk 
looked terrified. He put a hand on Daniel's shoulder and 
squeezed gently. “I never intended to put you in this much 
danger, | promise you that.” 

“| believe you. Apart from this -- why did you lie in the 
first place? Why not just give them the ruby?” 

Hawk gave him another abashed look, and although it 
was infuriating, it was also very sexy. “I thought | might sell 


it. Sato has no idea how much treasure is out there, and if | 
have my way he never will. | thought | could smuggle a few 
Small pieces out for myself before | revealed the location to 
his goons.” 

“Oh.” Daniel didn't know what else to say. The man was a 
cad, through and through. Now he was stuck with him until 
this got resolved and the men with guns left the island. 
Some vacation. 

Hawk recovered his good humor, giving Daniel a dazzling 
smile. “Look, it's not all bad. Treasure! Intrigue! Plots! 
Caves! It will be just like /ndiana Jones, didn't | tell you? Let 
me show you how it's done.” 

“You do this kind of thing a lot?” 

“Enough. Although, | always work alone. I've always 
wondered what it would be like to have a partner.” 

“More like a hostage,” muttered Daniel. 

“Come on. Let's get you some hiking boots. You're not 
going to believe what's really out there. 

You'll love it.” 

“Not like | have a choice.” 

Daniel did get new boots, and a couple other things at the 
small island market that made up the entire commerce 
center of Isla Luz. Luckily they had a pair that fit -- they only 
had three pairs of boots in the entire marketplace. Hawk 
picked up a few other items, and it was only on their way 
back to the resort that Daniel realized he was wearing yet 
another watch. “Hawk, where did you get that watch?” 

“Look, the guy didn't need it. He clearly hasn't needed to 
tell time in years. Trust me, | did him a favor.” He stuffed the 
watch in his pocket, and Daniel shook his head. He was 
trailing along after a thief. He wondered how long it would 
be before they were both arrested. 

“I never got a chance to thank you,” said Hawk, as they 
mounted the stairs of red house to get some things. Hawk 
planned an overnight trip at the cave, all the better to avoid 
the goons and decide their next move. Daniel hated 
camping. 


“Thank me for what?” 

“You saved my life today. | Know it seems weird, but those 
guys were as likely to kill me on the spot as let me have one 
more day. Your presence threw them off, and because of 
that, we're both still alive.” Hawk slipped his hand around 
Daniel's waist, pulling him close. They stood in the stairwell 
like that, as they had the night before. “I've made some 
mistakes in life, Danny. You could say this is one of them. 
There's no changing the past though. I've got to take care of 
this, and you. | won't let anyone hurt you, | promise. | never 
intended to get you into trouble. When | saw you, | thought - 


“You thought | was a desperate nerd, you told me as 
much.” 

“| did. | also thought you were cute, and | haven't met 
anyone | really liked in a long time. | watched you read, and 
wander the beaches and enjoy the food and gaze out at the 
ocean. You looked sad, and lonely. You seemed to feel the 
same way | did, like things could be so much better if 
someone else was by your side.” 

Daniel tried to extricate himself from Hawk's embrace but 
Hawk held tight, and honestly, he didn't fight that hard. “l 
don't think | was longing for a criminal partner who would 
put me in danger of being shot. You're projecting.” 

“Maybe so. No one's perfect, are they? Can you say you 
are totally uninterested in finding ancient pirate treasure? 
Come on, you can't possibly say that.” He gave Daniel a 
hopeful look. If the man hadn't been such a bad liar, Daniel 
would have thought he was being played. He'd seen Hawk 
lie, though, and he wasn't lying now. He meant what he was 
saying. Pirate treasure. Seriously? 

“No, | suppose not. Still, Hawk --” 

“I know. | did bad things. Trust me, | Know. But please let 
me show you what | do, why my job is worth the risk. 
Please?” 

“All right, all right. You look like a drowning kitten for 
God's sake.” 


Hawk grinned and took Daniel by the hand, dragging him 
to his room. They packed their things into backpacks and 
Hawk pulled Daniel from his room far sooner than he 
wanted. He gave one last, longing look at the pile of books 
he'd intended to read, then followed his would-be protector 
out into the jungles that surrounded the resort. 


Chapter 3 


Heat and bugs. The jungle was full of both. Daniel wiped a 
bead of sweat out of his eye and grunted. Up until the 
crazed adventures of Hawk and the stolen ruby, Daniel had 
kept to the resort grounds, the small island town, and the 
beaches. The jungles that loomed on all sides of the resort 
held no interest for him. Adrian, the resort manager, led 
tours up the dormant volcano; rumor had it he liked to scare 
the tourists by driving recklessly on barely-there roads. 
Daniel hadn't wanted that kind of excitement in his 
vacation. Now here he was, traipsing through undergrowth 
and dwarfed by towering tropical canopies that nearly 
blocked out the light altogether. There was a path, sort of, 
but Hawk stayed a few steps ahead, swinging his machete 
like a crazed serial killer of greenery. 

“How far is it to this magical jewel-filled wonderland?” The 
bitterness put an edge on his voice. 

“It's a long walk, I'm afraid, and some of it is uphill. You're 
in pretty good shape though, you should be fine.” 

Good shape? Daniel spent his days sitting in an office 
listening to rich people whine about their first world 
problems. He wasn't in any kind of shape. He did walk a lot 
at home and hit the gym once in a while -- though mostly 
that was to covertly stare at the hard bodies that always 
seemed to be there. Walking through a jungle and up the 
side of a volcano wasn’t the same thing at all. He was 
already breathing hard, thanks to the thick, wet air. 

Once in a while a monkey would chatter overhead or 
throw a stone down. Sounds and smells Daniel had never 
even imagined invaded his senses. He had to admit -- the 
island was beautiful. Time fell away as they walked, Hawk 
checking constantly to make sure Daniel was drinking 
enough water and resting frequently. They made slow but 
steady progress. Daniel had no idea where they were going. 
He was putting his trust in a man who had nearly gotten him 
killed. He was smart; his mother had always said so. 


At last, with his lungs burning and his thighs begging for 
mercy, Daniel followed Hawk through a cluster of trees and 
stepped unexpectedly onto a beach. “Woah.” 

“This is where we camp for the night.” Hawk puffed up 
like a peacock, his chest out and his hands on his hips. “l 
found this little cove right after | got here. Isn't it beautiful?” 

“It really is.” Unlike the other beach, there were no people 
or lifeguard stations. There was no trash, no clutter of beach 
towels and umbrellas. There was only a small strip of beach 
and the two of them. The sand was brilliant white, and when 
Daniel went to wash his face in the ocean, colorful fish and 
other wildlife swam away from him in a surprised frenzy. 
Hawk joined him, letting the warm water lap at his toes. He 
looked fantastic, not at all like someone who had tramped 
through an island wilderness all day. How did he do that? 

“The locals call it Pirate Cove. Back there in the jungle 
there are some graves and things. It was an archaeological 
dig site for a few years, even. But now they've all cleared 
out, and the beach never sees people. At least, it hasn't 
since | got here. Too difficult to access.” 

The sun was setting on the opposite side of the island and 
turning the sky a magnificent purple red that softened 
Hawk's face. He looked at Daniel with that enthusiastic 
puppy look again. 

“It's very nice,” said Daniel. “Also, I'm exhausted.” 

Hawk gestured to a spot in the sand. “You sit down, and | 
will make us some dinner. Food tastes so much better when 
you're worn out and starving, don't you think?” Hawk busied 
himself setting up a campsite while Daniel rested his aching 
muscles. The sand crept its way in between his toes and 
various other places, but it was comfortable seating 
otherwise. Plus the view was spectacular - -a rising moon 
shining over the pearl white beach and Hawk stoking a fire 
while shirtless. Daniel's anger subsided. It could have been 
he was too tired to be all that mad, or perhaps he was 
feeling a bit more forgiving as he watched the unexpectedly 


sweet thief make dinner and set up bedrolls for both of 
them. Soon, a small pot was boiling with stew from a can. 

Hawk was right; it smelled delicious. He beckoned Daniel 
toward him, showing him a spot out of the fire’s smoke but 
well within the little circle made by bedrolls and discarded 
backpacks. It was a homey little arrangement. Hawk's flurry 
of activity came to rest, and he sat across from Daniel. They 
both huddled around the fire although the night was balmy. 
It seemed like the thing to do while camping on the beach. 
Flickering firelight made the scene as clichéd and romantic 
as Daniel could have imagined. The ocean breeze cooled the 
air enough to take the oppressive heat down a notch, and 
the stars twinkled overhead. He closed his eyes and took a 
breath of clean, clear air. Enough stalling, he told himself. It 
was time to get some answers. “You're a strange guy. You 
seem awfully sweet for a criminal with gunmen after him.” 

“I've been trying to tell you. | am a thief. That's how | was 
raised, but most of my work is legit now. | do a lot of work 
for rich businessmen like Sato. They collect rare and pretty 
things, and | know how to find these things. My methods 
might not be the most... legal... but I'm not a criminal. | 
don't steal things.” 

Daniel's job was to point out the contradictions between 
people's self image and reality. He tried not to do it to 
friends, but this was different. “I've yet to see you pass a 
watch you didn't steal.” 

Hawk's eyes flashed as he gave Daniel a look that 
wavered between embarrassment and frustration. “I told 
you! Bad habit. You never forget your roots, you know? | 
used to be a poor street kid. If | ever get that poor again, | 
have the skills to feed myself.” 

“That's a pretty lame excuse. And it doesn't seem like 
you're in the most legit situation right now. You owe that guy 
Sato money, for who knows what reason, and now you’re 
stealing from him. Why take the risk?” 

Hawk frowned and looked away from Daniel. He might 
have been angry or evading the question, but in a moment 


he answered. “I borrowed money to pay off some debt. I’m 
trying to clean up the best way | know how.” He whirled to 
face Daniel again, his face ablaze with firelight and 
defensiveness. “I want out of the game altogether, okay? | 
sort of want to go to school. | am really good at this stuff. | 
know what the uber-rich like, and | know how much they're 
willing to pay to get it. | thought | could get a real career 
going. Maybe work for Christie's.” The night was dark and it 
was hard to tell, but Daniel thought perhaps Hawk was 
embarrassed by his own ambition. “The ruby could pay my 
way through graduate school. Think of it! | could get an 
entire education from the sale of this one gem in my pocket. 
| couldn't pass up the opportunity.” 

Daniel put a hand on Hawk's knee. His inner critic was 
telling him what an idiot he was, but at that very moment 
he wanted to be comforting. “There have to be better ways 
to fund graduate school. Why not loans?” 

Hawk snorted. “I don't exactly have a credit rating. | have 
an undergrad in business from a city college and no 
references. Money's my only shot.” Hawk turned on his 
megawatt smile and brushed the sand as though he could 
cover up the conversation. “Why are we worrying about my 
future plans? We've got a deserted beach, a pot full of 
gourmet canned stew and each other. This is a perfect 
moment. Very romantic.” 

“Romantic? Even with the threat of death looming over 
our heads?” 

Hawk shrugged and dished out some stew in a scratched 
metal bowl. It was steaming hot and delicious, as Hawk had 
promised. Daniel tucked into the food, letting silence fall 
over the tiny campsite. There were night insects chirping 
and the sound of the waves lapping the sand, but otherwise, 
the two ate in silence. After a while, Daniel had to agree that 
the scene was romantic. He'd never seen so many stars 
before. The discomfort of the jungle gave way to a natural 
beauty he could never have experienced at home in the city. 


Daniel's heart and resolve weakened for the man who had 
dragged him out here. “This is lovely, thank you.” 

“Didn't | tell you? Canned food of the gods, right here.” 

Daniel nodded and let his gaze wander over Hawk. The 
firelight danced over the man's face, erasing the lines and 
hard edges. Suddenly Hawk seemed very young, and 
scared. He'd gotten in over his head. Daniel set his bowl in 
the sand and reached out to touch Hawk's face. His jaw 
tightened, then relaxed beneath Daniel's fingers. His better 
judgment was still telling him to stop, that the man was a 
reckless criminal, but the rest of him was responding to the 
beauty of the evening and the excitement of the day. He 
was charmed. He ran his palm over the rough growth on 
Hawk's cheek. Hawk shuddered and pressed his face into 
Daniel’s hand. Daniel swept his hand up into the tangle of 
hair that was coming out of its leather tie. The bit of leather 
landed on the sand as Daniel indulged in running his fingers 
through Hawk's long hair, carefully working out snarls as he 
encountered them. No words were needed in that quiet, 
perfect moment. 

Time can seem to hang when things are just right, 
framing a scene like a picture. Daniel let the moments spin 
out as he pulled Hawk to him, cupping the back of his head 
as they kissed. He leaned into Daniel's embrace, setting his 
eating utensils aside and half-crawling into Daniel's lap. 
Arousal surged through Daniel as Hawk scrambled for the 
zipper of his jeans, made harder to find by his straining 
erection. 

Some fussing with clothing ensued as Hawk pushed 
Daniel back into the sand. It was probably crawling into all 
kinds of places, but Daniel didn't care; all of his attention 
was focused on Hawk's warm mouth enveloping his cock. A 
jolt of pleasure made him gasp aloud as Hawk worked him. 
Hawk's hands gripped his thighs, and Daniel buried his 
hands in his hair, pulling him closer. 

Something surged within him, a rush of power that made 
his head spin. He wanted to have Hawk. Daniel’s mind filled 


with images of tossing Hawk in the sand and barely letting 
him catch his breath before plunging his cock inside. Daniel 
groaned as Hawk sucked him off, the warmth and heat 
fueling his fantasies until he couldn't wait any longer. With a 
guttural roar, he yanked at Hawk's hair, not hard enough to 
cause any damage but enough to get his attention. Hawk 
sat up on his knees in front of Daniel, giving him an 
expectant look. “Condom?” Daniel asked, his breath coming 
harsh and ragged, the sudden cold air on his cock a shock to 
his system. 

“Here,” said Hawk, pulling a condom and a packet of lube 
from his pocket with a sheepish grin. The man who had 
been all seduction and slinky lies the night before was 
suddenly shy. The coyness only turned Daniel on more, a 
liquid heat pooling in his belly. He took it and slid the 
condom on, leaving the wrapper forgotten in the sand. All of 
his topping fantasies came to bear in that moment, 
watching the trouble-making Hawk pause as though waiting 
for direction. 

“On your knees,” he said in a growl he barely recognized. 
Hawk hesitated for the barest instant, then dropped his 
jeans and did as Daniel required. 

The rough fantasy was mostly just fantasy. This was the 
real world. He took the time to lube generously before 
pressing the head of his dick inside Hawk. Hawk moaned, 
but opened far easier than Daniel had the night before. 
Daniel shuddered, pressing himself in further until he was 
buried as far as he could go. Hawk swayed his hips, inviting 
Daniel deeper inside, begging for more with his body and his 
words. “Please, please fuck me.” 

The plaintive sounds drove Daniel mad with passion. He 
pulled out and slammed back in, more than happy to oblige. 
Hawk shuddered beneath Daniel, his back arching as he 
strained for more. It was hard and demanding, but Daniel's 
imagination of topping was nothing compared to the sweet 
reality of plunging himself inside someone, claiming them 
for his own pleasure. Hawk thrust back against him and 


wrapped a hand around his own cock, jerking roughly as he 
muttered nonsense words. Not able to hold back any longer, 
Daniel let his orgasm overtake him. Warmth flooded his 
body, and he came, pulsating deep within Hawk's body. 
Hawk came a second later, his shout disappearing into the 
noise of the wind and the waves. 

Time reasserted itself, as it always does. Clothing had to 
be put on -- no one wants to roll around naked on beach 
sand for very long. Daniel gave Hawk a desperate look when 
he realized he had nowhere to dispose of the condom and 
wrapper. Leaving trash like that and marring the beauty of 
the hideaway beach seemed wrong. Hawk seemed to have a 
plan for everything though and made the thing disappear 
into a Ziploc bag deep inside his own backpack. Fatigue 
swamped Daniel's body. A day-long hike and more amazing 
sex than he'd had in a long while did that to a person, and 
he said as much to Hawk. 

The criminal bad boy grinned a boyish grin. “Il was 
wondering if you might like to sleep next to me. It might get 
chilly.” 

“For all your swagger last night, you are sure a romantic 
fool.” Daniel smiled ruefully at his own sentiment. Yesterday 
he'd been in awe of Hawk's good looks and apparent 
worldliness, but tonight a protective maturity settled over 
him. Part of him wanted to help Hawk find his way to college 
or at least his way out of the craziness he'd gotten himself 
in. Once a helper, always a helper, he supposed. Surely he 
wasn't falling for this ridiculous guy in the midst of this 
ridiculous situation. Surely not. 

Thoughts swirling through his overtaxed mind, he settled 
onto his bedroll. The air had grown quite cool now that the 
tropical heat had dissipated. Daniel scooted closer to the 
fire until his face burned with heat. Hawk finally stopped 
fussing with camping things and settled down beside him. 
Daniel let himself go, enjoying the warmth that surrounded 
him. Hawk draped himself over Daniel, an embrace that was 
far more loving than their scant time together required. At 


home, his worried ruminations could keep him up for hours, 
but here on the beach, sated in all kinds of ways, he 
dropped into sleep as soon as he shut his eyes against the 
flickering firelight. 

Morning didn't as much dawn as arrive at their little slice 
of heaven. The sun was huge and golden rising out of the 
ocean. Nothing shaded Daniel and Hawk from the light, so 
the first rays woke them both. The jungle was waking up as 
well, all manner of racket drifting across the small beach 
from the tree line. Daniel wondered if the birds and monkeys 
were actually arguing about something because it sure 
sounded like it. 

Sweaty, crusty and covered in sand in places he wasn't 
keen to think about too long, Daniel stripped naked and ran 
for the ocean. Whatever shyness he might have had with 
Hawk was gone after last night. He was comfortable in a 
way he had never been with any other guy. Maybe topping 
was good for him. He mused this as he used the salty warm 
water to rinse off. He knew he'd be crusty when the water 
dried and left only salt behind, but until then he luxuriated 
in the water lapping around his nude body. He thought 
Paradiso was missing out -- they could charge twice their 
rates if they only described this experience well enough on 
the website. The perfect water, the beautiful sunrise, the 
sexy man cleaning everything up on the beach... Daniel was 
truly blissed out. Even the threat of Japanese men with guns 
wasn't dampening the experience. He tried to enjoy it 
because he knew he'd be chewing his nails again soon 
enough. Today they mounted the volcano and went to 
collect the supposed treasure Hawk had found. His day 
might be starting with perfection, but it could be ending 
with bloodshed. 

Ah, there was his old worried self. Perfect moment over, 
Daniel came back out of the ocean, air dried for a few 
moments, and then got dressed. By then, Hawk was packed 
and ready to go, his campsite cleanup practiced and 
efficient. “How do you do all that so quickly?” 


“I have a lot of experience.” He had a haunted look 
behind his smile, and his gaze slid away from Daniel. 
“Anyway, let's get going. You are not going to believe this 
cave, seriously.” 

“I can't believe anything that's happened to me in the last 
forty-eight hours,” Daniel commented, but Hawk was 
already heading into the jungle with his machete in hand. 

Daniel took a few quick strides to catch up, then tried to 
settle into a rhythm that wouldn't leave his muscles aching 
even more. That worked for the first fifteen minutes, until 
the jungle broke, and they set on what looked like an 
overgrown path. The ground shifted from dead foliage to 
hard rock underfoot. The path they were following led right 
up the side of the island's grand mountain. 

“Locals call this the Trail of Blood,” said Hawk over his 
Shoulder. “It's hardened lava from an eruption over two 
hundred years ago.” 

Daniel gazed up at the looming face of E/ Diablo. “The 
volcano is dormant now, right?” 

“Apparently it never erupted again after creating the trail 
here. It makes for easier climbing to the cave.” 

Daniel wrinkled his nose. “What a gruesome people. They 
name their mountains after devils and their pathways after 
blood.” 

“Nah it's a great story. In fact, it's why we're headed up 
here now. A few years ago, they found a mummified pirate 
in the cave we're headed to. Island lore says she crawled 
across the island in labor and birthed a baby in some hut, 
then crawled back only to be murdered by her own crew. 
The moment she took her last breath, El Diablo did its 
thing.” 

“A pirate gave birth? | thought pirates were men?” Daniel 
was huffing and puffing again. The trail was already 
beginning its slow incline up the mountainside. His calves 
burned with the effort of climbing. 

“Most of them were, but not this one. She spent most of 
her career disguised as a man. She's got a fascinating story, 


but that's not the interesting part.” Hawk gave Daniel a 
smile over his shoulder, the thousand-watt special. Not the 
sweet boyish grin he gave when he was being shy and 
embarrassed. Though the thousand-watt grin was beautiful, 
the shy smile had turned out to be even sexier. 

“Sounds pretty interesting to me, with trails of blood and 
pregnant girl pirates. I’m surprised there isn’t a movie about 
her.” 

“Should be; maybe there will be someday. But the real 
interesting thing is that the archaeologists missed 
something. Rumors circled for years about Rebekah Bonny's 
lost treasure. All the digmonkeys found were some 
doubloons and a few strings of pearls. The treasure hunters 
thought there was more out there. | know there was 
because | found it.” Hawk paused and pulled the ruby out of 
his pocket, letting it catch the morning sun and flash with its 
bloody brilliance. “Will you look at it? It's my ticket out of 
the game, Danny.” Hawk leaned over and kissed Daniel on 
the cheek, his excitement bubbling out of him like a 
wellspring. 

Daniel wished he could share in it. “Treasure hunters? You 
mean thieves.” 

“No, hunters. Treasure hunting isn't illegal. Well... it can 
be. But honestly, | found the cache no one else could. See, 
no one thought to backtrack and check for smaller hidey- 
holes. Everyone was looking for secret rooms and hidden 
tunnels. No one saw the false stone face in her office.” 

“Her office. In a cave. With secret rooms. This sounds 
ridiculous, Hawk.” 

Hawk blushed. “It isn’t really an office; it’s the name | use. 
She probably called it something else. She lived there. The 
story goes she had her men get her set up in the cave and 
started living like a local, trading goods for food and stuff 
like that. But when they found out she was pregnant -- and 
obviously, a woman -- they killed her and stole what they 
could find. The digmonkeys found her traps and her stuff, 
but no one even considered searching the walls themselves. 


Or maybe they did, and they missed it, | don't know. Either 
way, the cache is as big as the hunters expected it to be-- 
even bigger. She looted some serious goods from the 
Spanish before she came here.” 

“Oh!” said Daniel, a puzzle piece clicking into place. “Is 
that why the islanders speak Spanish?” 

“Nah, the Spanish colonized the area later, after the 
pirate died. The original language isn't spoken much 
anymore, except by the die-hards.” 

“I'm impressed -- you did your homework.” 

“I told you, I'm legit! Now come on, let me show you this 
cave. She was a master of traps and misdirection...” Hawk 
trailed off as their upward hike became more grueling, and 
even he had to huff for air. The mountain seemed to go on 
and on, the switchbacks of the path becoming narrower with 
each pass. 

Daniel could see out over the island now, even see the 
Paradiso resort far to the west. Visions of piña coladas 
danced in his overtired brain, and he was hungry, but Hawk 
kept pushing them forward. The man was unshakable and 
seemed to contain limitless energy. By the time they 
reached the cave, which was more like a small hole in the 
otherwise rocky face of the mountain, Daniel was wheezing 
in earnest. 

“You okay, Danny? You're not asthmatic are you?” Hawk 
was sweaty and breathing hard, the sun now well overhead 
and baking down on the two of them as they contemplated 
the hole. Daniel could feel his face burning, certain he had 
turned a shade of red that promised future skin cancers, 
despite applying several layers of sunscreen. He wasn't cut 
out for this kind of thing. 

“I'm fine. Are you sure this thing is safe?” Daniel 
managed to ask between gulps of air. 

“Sure, all the traps have been triggered. | spent hours in 
here searching every nook and cranny before | found the 
cache.” Hawk fitted a headlamp on Daniel's head, then one 
on his own. “Dark in there.” 


“Didn't you find a secret no one else had? What if there 
are others?” 

“Don't be such a worry wart. How many times do you get 
to see inside a real hidden pirate cave?” Hawk crawled 
inside the cave, then held out a hand inviting Daniel to 
follow. 

Daniel shrugged and started to climb inside the hole. 
Halfway in he scraped his forehead on the rough ceiling of 
the small entryway, hard enough to leave a stinging cut that 
oozed blood. 

“Ooh, better let me clean that out,” said Hawk as Daniel 
pulled his long legs inside the pitch-dark cave. “There are 
probably all kinds of weird bacteria in here.” Like the hottest 
boy scout in the world, he pulled a first aid kit out of his 
apparently bottomless backpack and went to town on the 
scrape. Daniel hissed as Hawk swabbed the cut with alcohol, 
but it wasn't too deep so a quick bandage finished the job. 
“There. Good as new. You're kinda cute with that bandage 
on your head.” Hawk kissed the skin next to the cut, and 
Daniel leaned into his shoulder. 

“Thanks,” he whispered. Hawk's voice had been echoing 
in the small space, and Daniel was suddenly paranoid. What 
if there was a cave in? 

“Anytime. Now come on, come look.” 

They stepped into a cave chamber much larger than 
Daniel had expected from the small entrance. Hawk flashed 
a light, letting Daniel see the rock formations growing from 
the floor and ceiling. “It's a live cave, constantly forming 
with the water runoff from the volcano. Isn't it beautiful?” 

“I thought you had to be really careful in a live cave. Can't 
human oils and stuff ruin it?” 

“I have no idea.” Hawk's gaze slid away again, toward an 
opening at the rear of the chamber. “Come this way, | want 
to show you the cave-in.” 

They passed through the large chamber, Daniel dodging 
beautiful stalagmites and pools of green-gray water. A small 
hall opened onto a fork. To the left was a crawl-space even 


Smaller than the entrance to the cave, and to the right was 
an easier path. At the end of the short tunnel there was a 
massive pile of rock, big and small. “This was a trap, set by 
the pirate lady herself. 

The digmonkeys who first found the place triggered it. 
Morons.” Hawk scoffed then turned back, leading Daniel 
back to the left fork and the claustrophobic crawl space. 

“The cache is through here, on the other side of this 
tunnel. Wait till you see it.” Hawk shrugged off his pack and 
leaned it against the opening. “Come on in after me.” 

Daniel hesitated. His heart was still pounding from the 
climb, and he was still breathing heavily. The cave was fairly 
Spacious once he climbed inside, but a crawl space? He was 
no spelunker, just an out of shape psychologist from New 
York. No way was he crawling in anything. 

“I'll wait out here,” he said, his voice high and tremulous. 
It echoed down the hall and out into the large chamber at 
the front. 

Hawk, who had been crouched and about to enter the 
crawl space, stood and put his hands on Daniel's shoulders. 
“Scared? Don't worry, I'll look after you. I've been in and out 
of here a half dozen times already. I'll be right in front of 
you, showing you the way.” 

“Good,” said a deep voice from the hole at the front of the 
cave. “You can show us also.” Daniel recognized the voice 
as the one of the gunman from yesterday. Mentally, Daniel 
dubbed the first gunman, the talker, Larry, and the other 
two Moe and Curly. They clambered into the cave, as out of 
his element as Daniel was by the sound of it. When all three 
were through they wasted no time in the beautiful large 
room, coming right to Daniel and Hawk, guns drawn. They 
were wearing headlamps similar to Hawk's, and the two 
backup goons were holding flashlights with their free hands. 
There was enough light to see how much trouble they were 
in. 

“Are you insane?” said Daniel, his fear of guns giving way 
to an even bigger fear of dying in this stupid cave. “If you 


fire a gun in here, you could cause a collapse and kill us all. 
We have no idea how stable these walls are.” 

“Then | suspect you will give us no cause to shoot you.” 
Larry shifted so his gun, which was big and shiny like in the 
movies, was pointed at Hawk. “Show us where Mr. Sato's 
treasure is. Now.” 

Hawk put on all the swagger he had. He folded his arms, 
showing off his well-muscled biceps and spread his legs so 
that he looked every inch the bad ass. “It's through that 
crawl space. I'm not going to crawl through there with a gun 
pointed at me, though. My partner's right, it's too 
dangerous.” 

“| don't care. Go, or die. Your choice. Mr. Sato has given us 
full rights to collect on your contract.” Larry gestured with 
his free hand toward the crawl space, which was looking 
more claustrophobic by the second. 

If they were really in an /ndiana Jones movie, Hawk would 
have high-kicked the gun out of Larry's hands, leaving him 
with a surprised “oh” on his face. Daniel would have 
grabbed it and pointed it at Moe, leaving them in a comedic 
three way standoff. But Hawk would have done more ass- 
kicking, and eventually all three gunmen would be knocked 
out on the ground. Since they were in the real world where 
bullets kill people, Hawk gave Daniel an apologetic look and 
crawled into the tunnel. “Now you,” said Larry. 

Daniel shrugged off his pack. At least he would get to see 
real pirate treasure before he was shot and killed in a cave 
thousands of miles away from home. He had time to be glad 
he'd taken out a generous life insurance policy to protect his 
parents, then scooted himself into the tunnel after Hawk. 

He had to crawl commando style -- even on hands and 
knees he was too big to fit in the space. Daniel's heart 
pounded and a whooshing sound drown out the sounds of 
the gunmen. The walls of the tunnel were smooth, very 
likely carved that way by human hands. They pressed 
against his sides and belly until he couldn't breathe. He tried 
to pull air into his taxed lungs, but he couldn't expand his 


chest enough to get air in. Hyperventilating, he crawled 
frantically behind 

Hawk. He couldn't see anything; his vision began to 
narrow, and gray tendrils appeared at the edges of his 
awareness. His hands and feet were tingling. Freaking out, 
Daniel scrambled faster, but couldn't gain purchase on the 
Slick floor of the tunnel. His breath came more and more 
Shallow, and the gray moved deeper into his vision. The only 
thing that kept him going was the fear of passing out inside 
the tunnel. 

Thankfully, as soon as the thought crossed his mind, a 
light breeze touched his face. Hawk must have cleared the 
passage, leaving room for air to circulate. He crawled like 
his life depended on it, stumbling head first out of the 
tunnel and into a chamber nearly as large as the first one. 
Daniel put his head between his knees and tried to breathe 
evenly, forcing his heart to calm. Now that he was out of the 
tunnel he realized he'd been having a panic attack. Funny 
how his training and experience amounted to nothing when 
Surrounded by stone on all sides. 

A beat later, Larry came through, looking equally 
traumatized. Good. He buried his spiked hair in his hands 
and did the same breathing Daniel was doing. Hawk 
crouched next to Daniel, ignoring the gunman. He squeezed 
Daniel's shoulder and kissed his cheek. “You okay? You look 
Sick.” 

“| feel sick.” 

Hawk frowned and handed Daniel a thin plastic tube. The 
tube attached to a pouch on Hawk's belt, one he hadn't 
noticed until now. 

“What is that?” 

“It's water. Have some.” 

Daniel sucked at the tube, and sure enough, water flowed 
out. It was warm, but Daniel didn't care. He had a few more 
sucks then gave Hawk a grateful look. “Thanks.” 

Hawk ran his fingers through Daniel's hair once, then 
frowned at the gunman who was struggling to stand. “This is 


your fault. You forced him in there.” He stood and advanced 
on Larry but Larry had recovered enough to raise the gun 
again. 

“Show us the treasure. Don't be a hero.” 

Hawk paused mid-charge and sighed. “Fine. But promise 
me you'll let my friend go. He's not a part of this.” 

Larry raised an eyebrow. “First he's your partner and now 
he's not a part of this?” 

“Jesus, look he's nobody okay? A hook-up on the island. A 
quick fuck, that's all.” 

Daniels heart skipped a beat. A quick fuck? A rush of 
angry hurt rose in his chest. Hawk wasn't lying. At least, 
Daniel couldn't tell if he was. He'd been a terrible liar for the 
past two days, and now he hardly blinked when he told the 
gunman Daniel meant nothing to him. Shaking his head, he 
wiped his sweaty face. Of course he didn't mean anything to 
Hawk -- they'd known each other two days. He'd been a 
convenient excuse to hide the ruby and disappear out of 
sight of the Three Stooges, not a love interest. Daniel hadn't 
even realized he'd thought there was more until he heard 
Hawk say there wasn't. What an idiot. All of a sudden, he 
was ready to go home. 

“Can we get on with it?” The hurt in his voice was plain. 
Embarrassing. 

Hawk glanced at Daniel, his facial expression softening. 
He turned back to the gunman. “Come on.” Hawk went to 
the rear end of the chamber where yet another crawl space 
beckoned. Daniel swore he wouldn't do that again until he 
was leaving this god-awful cave, but as he approached the 
opening he saw it was a false wall with a three-foot gap in 
the middle. The two rooms were empty, save for a few old 
digging tools and a couple pieces of string. Daniel wouldn't 
have even recognized it as an archeology site, it was so 
picked clean. The floors were dusty, and there were no 
beautiful pools of mineralized water. He suspected his 
“humans ruin caves” theory was right on. Even in the midst 


of all the drama, he had time to feel a little guilty about the 
cave's well being. 

Hawk crawled through the gap, and Larry followed. After a 
pause, Daniel went through as well. In for a penny, in for a 
pound. Hawk made his way to a spot on the wall that looked 
like the rest of the walls -- rough rock, some of it altered by 
humans, some left alone to do whatever cave walls do. “l 
spent days crawling around all the tunnels. | even got over 
the pile of rocks in the other tunnel, but there was nothing 
behind it. The cave isn't very big, really. This is the end of it; 
the whole thing was probably created out of a weird pocket 
of air in an ancient lava flow. So | figure our pirate probably 
wanted the treasure close, right? And that's what led me to 
this.” As though he was on some kind of History Channel 
special, Hawk reached his hand into a small crack in the wall 
and a part of the rock that looked like more wall jumped out 
about an inch. “Check it out!” With a flourish, he removed 
the rock, and sure enough, a pile of treasure sat behind it in 
a small, carved out hole. 

“No shit,” said Daniel. He'd held the ruby in his hands, he 
knew it was real, but when confronted with a pile of gold 
and gems, he was flabbergasted. In all its weird, should- 
have-been-fictional glory, a pile of doubloons held up a few 
colored gemstones and a large statue of a bird. The bird had 
one gigantic ruby eye, and a hole where the stone Hawk had 
taken must have belonged. 

“Where did all this come from?” He couldn't resist, he had 
to know the end of the story. 

Hawk grinned his thousand-watt special at Daniel. “Rumor 
has it that our pirate was attacked by the Spanish before 
heading out here. She plundered their ships, and it so 
happened that one of them had been transporting a king's 
ransom stolen from the Aztecs back to Spain. That's why 
there were so many rumors about the site. I've proven them 
true.” Pride radiated from him like sunbeams. For a moment, 
Daniel imagined Hawk as an archaeologist himself, carefully 


brushing an artifact clean of dirt and gleefully examining the 
results. The man was meant for this work; it suited him. 

“Good, this is good. Mr. Sato will be very pleased. Now | 
can kill you both, claim the treasure, and leave you here to 
rot. Excellent.” Larry raised the gun and shot Hawk. Hawk's 
eyes rounded with surprise, then he slumped against the 
wall next to the treasure, hand clutching at the wound in his 
chest. Daniel was instantly deaf from the incredible 
explosion of noise that the gun created in the small space. 
His ears started ringing at once and felt stuffed with cotton. 

Panic can do funny things to a person. Usually, Daniel 
found it paralyzed him. Watching Hawk get shot, something 
welled up in him that was part pure terror and part rage. He 
roared, the fear of a cave-in forgotten, and charged the 
gunman with strength he didn't know he possessed. He 
knocked the man off his feet and in the process slammed his 
spike-haired head into the cave wall with a wet “thunk.” The 
man fell over, slumped in an eerie impersonation of Hawk. 
Daniel kept moving, grabbing the gun from the floor though 
he hadn't the faintest idea how to use it. Hawk made a 
noise, and Daniel rushed to his side. There was blood 
everywhere, a quick spreading red stain that Daniel didn't 
know how to fix. “Oh no, oh no,” he said, his words 
incoherent, but Hawk used his other hand to touch Daniel's 
shoulder. 

“It's okay. Danny. I'm okay.” 

He didn't as much hear Hawk as read his lips, his hearing 
still muffled from the sound of the gunshot. “You are not, 
you're bleeding to death. He might have punctured a lung or 
hit your heart or something.” Daniel set the gun down and 
tried to look at the wound but Hawk pushed him away. 

“Seriously, l'm fine. He hit me in the shoulder. Hurts like a 
bitch but I'll be okay. We need to stop the bleeding. Damn it, 
| wish | had my first aid kit.” 

“I thought he hit you in the chest.” 

“Nah. The light is crappy in here.” Hawk shifted so Daniel 
could see the wound better, which was bleeding 


everywhere. Relief flooded Daniel, and again he was 
Surprised at the power of his feelings toward Hawk. 

“Thank God,” he whispered. 

Hawk smiled, not the thousand-watt but the sweet, soft 
one. “I'm so sorry I've put you through all this. | never 
meant for you to get hurt.” 

“I'm not the one that's hurt. | need to go back and get the 
first aid kit.” The thought of going through that crawl space 
twice made him shaky, but he couldn't very well leave Hawk 
here to bleed out. 

“The other guys are already on their way here,” said 
Hawk. “I want you to do what they say, okay? Don't be a 
hero, Danny.” 

Daniel had forgotten about the other two Stooges, and 
now that he listened he could hear shuffling from the crawl 
Space. Shit. 

Activity burst through the tunnel, and Daniel picked up 
the gun with shaky hands. It couldn't be that hard to shoot a 
gun, right? Action stars did it all the time in Hollywood. If 
Harrison Ford could do it, he could too. He curled his finger 
around the trigger and waited for Moe and Curly to show 
their faces. Maybe he could scare them, shoot over their 
heads or something. 

“Damn it Danny | said don't be a hero,” growled Hawk 
from the floor, but his voice was far away. He was ready. He 
could shoot them in the arm or something. 

“Woah there, mainlander, put the gun down nice and 
Slow.” 

Wait, what? 

A face and a flashlight shone in the gap between rooms. It 
wasn't one of the Stooges, but Adrian, the cranky manager 
of Paradiso. What was he doing here? “What are you doing 
here?” Daniel asked, the gun shaking in his hands. 

“Seriously, put the gun down. You're going to shoot 
yourself in the leg. Jesus, what is with you mainlanders?” 
Adrian crawled through the hole, his flashlight attached to a 
shotgun with duct tape. Daniel held his hands up and leaned 


down to put the gun on the ground. He had nearly set it 
down when it went off, a bullet ricocheting around the room. 

Adrian yelped and dove for the ground, Hawk did the 
Same, and Daniel stood there in surprised paralysis. When 
he thought about it later, he thought he must have had a 
look of profound idiocy on his face. 

Thankfully, the bullet eventually lost momentum and 
buried itself in a pile of old rags someone had left in a 
forgotten corner. Daniel let out a whoosh of air. He was well 
and truly deaf now, his ears ringing madly. When he set the 
gun down -- very carefully -- he didn't even hear the clatter 
of the metal on the stone floor. 

Adrian got up, looking very pissed off, and started yelling 
at Daniel, but he couldn't hear the words so it wasn't overly 
distressing. Eventually Adrian realized Daniel couldn't hear 
him and stopped yelling. Instead, he stood there glowering. 
A few moments passed like this, the three men staring at 
each other. Daniel had time to consider that Adrian was 
really quite good looking underneath his furiously angry 
face. Finally, Adrian said -- and Daniel heard, though muffled 
- “My wife is away on a dig, and you two are lucky because 
if she found people poking around in her cave like this, she'd 
have kittens. She might shoot you both.” As he spoke, his 
gaze found the treasure, still happily undisturbed in its 
hidey-hole - -minus the gem in Hawk's pocket, of course. His 
eyes grew wide and round, and he let the shotgun dangle 
from one hand. 

“Holy shit,” he said, to no one in particular. 

“| found it,” said Hawk. “It's mine. Also what did you do 
with the other two guys with guns?” 

“I arrested them.” 

“You're a cop and a resort owner?” Daniel was confused. 

“And the mayor of Isla Luz,” said Adrian absently. “This is 
amazing. My wife is going to lose her mind. How did they 
miss this?” He walked over and surveyed the treasure, 
though he didn't touch anything. “She discovered this place 
you know. This is her dig, and her find.” 


“I| found the treasure,” insisted Hawk, who was still 
bleeding. 

Daniel huffed. Was he the only one not hypnotized by 
pirate treasure? “Can we get this man some first aid? He's 
bleeding a lot.” 

“Right,” said Adrian, though his gaze lingered on the pile 
of gold and gems a bit longer. “Both of you need to get out 
of here, and this idiot, too.” He gestured with his shotgun at 
the unconscious Larry. With his free hand he picked up the 
gun from the floor and stuck it in his waistband. “Out. Now. 
This is private land owned by the island, and you are 
trespassing. All of you are being arrested.” 

Hawk opened his mouth to speak, then thought better of 
it. Smart move. Adrian did not look happy, although his eyes 
kept straying to the treasure. The island just gained a 
significant boost to their treasury, if the dig site belonged to 
Isla Luz as Adrian claimed. 

Daniel walked over to Hawk and helped him up. Hawk was 
muttering under his breath about how the treasure was his 
find and it should be his property, but he wasn't resisting 
arrest either. Adrian walked them through the gap in the 
wall and through the crawl space. This time Daniel didn't 
have a panic attack, but it still wasn't his favorite thing to 
do. He figured he'd avoid tight spaces from now on. Once 
they were out of the cave altogether, Daniel heaved a huge 
breath of fresh air and relished in the burning sun on his 
cheeks. Caves were not his bag, apparently. 

Adrian had handcuffed Moe and Curly together to a palm 
tree that was growing improbably tall out of the lava path. 
He administered some quick and dirty first aid to Hawk's 
shoulder, then did the same to them, using a smaller tree a 
few yards down the path. After that, he busied himself with 
the third gunman who had to be revived before being 
marched out of the cave and handcuffed to his friends. 

After that, it was all a blur. Hawk kept apologizing to 
Daniel, and all Daniel could do was replay the scene where 
he knocked out the gunman over and over in his mind. He 


worried about Hawk's injury, but he really did seem okay as 
Adrian dragged them all down the other side of the 
mountain where he had a Jeep waiting to take them back to 
town. 

The town had one jail cell, but Adrian was kind enough to 
keep Hawk and Daniel separate from the Stooges by 
handcuffing them to his desk. “Sit tight, you're about to take 
a free trip to the Marquesas and then Hawaii for 
arraignment. You've all committed crimes against Isla Luz, 
but we don't have the facilities to try you here. We'll be 
prosecuting you in Hawaii in a proper court. As of now, | 
want all of you off my island.” After that little soeech, Adrian 
left them alone with glasses of water and a few crackers. 
The man took his job seriously. 

Daniel leaned into Hawk, and Hawk kissed him on the 
cheek. “I'm so sorry.” 

“Stop apologizing.” 

“I never meant for any of this to happen to you. | like you, 
Danny.” 

“I thought | was a one night thing; you told the gunman 
as much.” 

Hawk frowned and twisted his handcuffed body so he 
could look Daniel in the eye. “I lied.” 

“No you didn't. You're a terrible liar.” 

“No I'm not. I'm a great liar.” 

“| knew every time you were lying.” Daniel was childishly 
hurt. All that had happened, and part of him was worrying 
about whether this idiot criminal liked him? What the hell 
had gotten into him? He was usually so sensible. 

“You did. No one else ever has. Danny --” but Adrian came 
back in the room before Hawk could finish and separated 
them for questioning. Daniel never got to hear what Hawk 
was going to Say. 


Chapter 4 


He didn't even get to say goodbye to Hawk, in the end. 
Daniel's lawyer argued citizenship and hardship and other 
things Daniel didn't care about. Though he sat around in 
more jail cells than he'd ever tell his parents about, he was 
home only a week after his vacation was supposed to be 
over. His parents were worried, but a few well-placed lies 
about layovers and weird travel problems eased their 
concerns. He was never charged with anything, his lawyer 
doing a fine job negotiating his release and the eventual 
dropping of all charges. Weeks went by, and soon Daniel 
was back to his old life -- watching movies with Maurice the 
cat and helping rich people rid themselves of their anxious 
nightmares. 

Daniel had nightmares of his own, mostly of being 
trapped in small spaces and not being able to breathe. He'd 
wake up in a cold sweat, his blankets wrapped around him 
tightly. Even though they'd only spent two weird nights 
together, Daniel found himself longing to reach over and 
find Hawk next to him. He knew Hawk would have hugged 
him, kissed him on the fading scar on his forehead, and 
comforted him. 

He hadn't been unhappy before his vacation -- his 
loneliness had been tempered by his love of his job and his 
life. But now that he'd had the tiniest taste of 
companionship, he missed it. He missed being blanketed by 
a cuddly sleeper who smiled sweetly at him even while 
dragging him into the most dangerous, ridiculous three days 
he'd ever had. At night, he replayed not the terrifying cave 
memories but the memories of Hawk on the beach. He 
would jerk off to the images of the sweet, shy version of Mr. 
Movie Star. Lonely had taken on a whole new meaning. 

He did keep one promise to himself despite his moping. 
He called up a friend, and they went shopping. Daniel came 
home with a wardrobe sans sweater vests, and while he felt 
a bit like a poser, he was more confident in his new clothes. 


His friend also helped him update his hair and glasses to a 
more modern look, and Daniel started to feel a little better 
about the thirty-year-old guy in the mirror. Maybe knocking 
out a gunman helped the self-esteem. Daniel chuckled at 
the thought -- not like he'd suggest that to clients or 
anything. 

One night, six months after his adventures in the South 
Pacific, Daniel was trudging home after a long day at work. 
Snow had turned to slush on the cold city streets, and he 
was feeling... well not gloomy, but certainly lonely. 
Christmas lights decorated shop windows, and the city was 
full of bell-ringing Santas. Daniel's mind was thousands of 
miles away on a beach with white sand and warm water, 
playing out the same scene for the thousandth time. Try as 
he might, Daniel couldn't get Hawk out of his head. 

Many times he'd thought to call, to track Hawk down. He 
was probably in a jail cell somewhere. He'd even fired up 
Google and done a little digging, but he suspected the 
man's name wasn't Hawk, and he didn't even have a fake 
last name to use in his search. He'd found lots of pictures of 
hawks and pirate gold, but no sexy, shady man. If he tried 
hard enough, he could almost believe he'd imagined the 
whole adventure. Daniel knocked the slush off his boots and 
let himself in his apartment. Forcing his thoughts away from 
Hawk, he focused on what to eat for dinner. Maybe some 
soup -- he'd taken a real liking to hot chili from a can lately. 
He crossed to the kitchen and found Maurice sitting on the 
counter, staring expectantly. 

“Yes, | know, I'm late, and you need your dinner too. Give 
me a second.” He opened the cupboard and pulled out a 
can of cat food. Sighing, he set it on the electric can opener 
and tried not to contemplate how pathetic his life was. Cats 
were cool. Having a cat was cool. Surely he could find a guy 
to appreciate that some day. 

“| love cats,” said a voice from behind him. Daniel's heart 
leapt into his throat, and he threw the cat food he was 
holding halfway across the room as he whirled around in 


surprise. Hawk was standing there, on the other side of the 
counter, petting a very smug-looking Maurice. 

“How... what?” Daniel had imagined seeing Hawk again, 
but he couldn't get words to come out of his mouth. 

“Sorry to surprise you Danny, | was cold so l... er... let 
myself in. Bad habit | know but --” 

“You've got to keep the skills up,” said Daniel, his voice a 
whisper. “What are you doing here?” 

Hawk turned on the thousand-watt. “I'm free, they didn't 
really have much to hold me on, and eventually | cut a deal. 
| keep my nose clean, stay far away from Isla Luz, and 
they'll drop the charges. They get to rake up all the dough 
from selling my treasure to a museum in California. | get 
nothing. How do you like that?” 

Daniel swallowed, trying to force himself calm. “No. | 
mean what are you doing here? In New York?” 

The big smile faded, and the one Daniel liked so much 
better took its place. “I missed you, Danny.” 

“Seriously?” This couldn't be happening. Of course, 
nothing Hawk-related could have ever happened to 
someone like Daniel. 

“Seriously. | couldn't stop thinking about you.” 

“Really?” For someone who had conversations for a living, 
he was not great with the words. Shock made him mute. 

“Yes, really. I've never known anyone quite like you, and 
I’ve thought about you every day since they separated us. It 
took me a while to get clean, so | could find you. | didn't 
want you to see me until | was legal again.” He gazed at 
Daniel, his eyes shy. No lies. 

Well then. Time to say what needed to be said. “I missed 
you too. | missed you every day. | don't know why, | barely 
know you and you're nothing but trouble.” 

“Oh, come on Danny. I'm not nothing but trouble. I'm 
other things.” Hawk moved around the counter and 
embraced Daniel, hands lacing around his waist. 

Daniel tried to resist, but one touch from Hawk melted 
him. He fell into his arms like a man drowning. Maybe that's 


what he had been all these months. “Did you really come for 
me, 

Hawk?” 

“| did. And it's Jeff.” 

“Jeff?” 

“Yeah, I know. Hawk is cooler.” 

“I| don’t know,” said Daniel, his disbelief fading and his 
excitement growing. “I kind of like Jeff. It's cute.” 

“Yeah but it's not sexy.” 

“Jeff. You're gorgeous, no matter what your name is. Can 
you stay?” 

“I can but... | have a better idea.” 

Daniel frowned, eyeing Hawk -- Jeff. “What kind of better 
idea?” 

“Listen, | left something on the island. | thought maybe 
you'd like to go back with me to get it.” 

“I thought you weren't allowed on the island anymore?” 

Hawk shrugged. “I'll cut my hair and change my name. 
They won't know, trust me. We have to avoid that crazy 
hotel manager, is all.” 

“What on earth is that important? Also if you cut your 
hair, I'll kill you.” Daniel reached up and ran his fingers 
through the length of the hair in question. It was soft and 
yielding, unlike that night on the beach. Hawk - no, Jeff -- 
closed his eyes and let Daniel caress him. 

“| left the ruby, Danny. Right in the dirt by that palm tree. 
No one even noticed when | slipped it out of my pocket. | 
knew they'd pat us down at the station so that was my only 
chance.” 

Daniel stepped back. “You're kidding! You want to go back 
and steal more treasure? Haven't you learned your lesson 
yet?” 

Hawk grinned his thousand-watt and pulled Daniel back 
into his embrace. “What's life without a little danger?” 

“Safe? Comfortable? Not dead?” 

“Boring. Are you really having more fun here with your 
cat? Not that | don't like cats. But come on -- tropical 


breezes, soft sand, our own private beach? Don't tell me you 
can resist me, Danny.” 

Daniel thought, mulled it over, and tried to focus on the 
thousands of reasons not to go back to the island. He tried 
to convince himself it was a terrible idea, even as Hawk was 
undressing him and pulling him toward the bedroom with a 
gleam in his eye. 

As it turned out, he couldn’t say no to that man. 


